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HIM .' HB MUST J lOOtt AT HIS 
HAVE PONE IT.' / EVES.' THE EVES 
HE LOOKS LIKE^ OF A 
A KILLER.' _^H MLIEPER6RI 





look at his poor old1 
wife: hse heaet is 
broken: none opus 
could have killed 

SUCH A (SOCIO man: IT I 
MUST HAVE BEEN AN 
OUTSIDER, WHO _«jgi 

Slipped the «— " lm 

POISON INTO \ 




BUTYDU CAN'T CONDEMN WoF 
A MAN JUST BECAUSE HE * 

HAS A PECUIJ. 
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this is a terribleV You'Be 
situation; woozy: * — 

I CAN'T SO AROUND 
BEATING UP A LOT 
OF OLD people: 

AND VET THERE'S 
BEEN A MURDER 




we'll simplv have to keep ] 
out of the old people's j 
way until i finpaclue 
to the killer! first 
we'll go up to old 
piffle's room and see 
if we can find something j 
that might furnish a . 
motive: 




^.YOU SAY WIST HANDED THE 
GRAVY TO PIKE AND PIKE 
HANPEP IT TO MRS. PIFFLE 
AND MRS. PIFFLE HANPEP 
TOMR.DIFFLE: ANYONE 
OF THEM COULD HAVE, 
POISONED IT IN 
THAT CASE.' 
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WELL, IF YOU'LL RUSTLE! 

ME UP A BLACK-AND- 
WHITE, MAYBE I'LL _ 
CONSIDER NOPPING TO> 
YOU WHEN YOU BECOME 

A social Outcast at 

THE BA2AAR TONIGHTS 
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WHY NOT START WEARING 
OUR BOY FRIENDS' 
JACKETS' 
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A FEW MINUTES LATER... 



I'LL WEAK DA&'S JACKET \ 
LONG ENOUGH TO GET MY 
OWN ANP HAVE IT BEFORE , 
HE STARTS 0"J i- FOR THE . 
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; Human 'Bomb is fenced -with mail stronger than 
y explosion can •break-- and -file touch of his 
acMes has a Mast more deadly than TUT — 
It it is his WARM, KIND HEART that launches 
m into every fight against evil and cruelty.' 
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At -the cxperimaatal later&tory 
| Of IincelnaiidThrocktticrton,,Ina 
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HE'S KNOCKED OUT! W 
-JMAYBE CmP; I'LL A: 
FIX THAT LONG -~-^ ^ 
SLITHEJ5V HUNK Y^fc 
OF SNAKE MEAT--JHI 
WITH MY 1 im II rtllBI 
BOMS- B« 

^jEETuimm 
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r HAVE TOLD 






WOU THA-rt, 
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T^HE letter was from c 

the modest merchants 
:ity. Dick Mace read it 
! not a little ; 



rith 



Johnson' 'w-rote that he 
had been ordered to buy a large 
burglary insurance policy at an 
extortionate premium that 
-would render htm peninless. 
He had been warned that to 
refuse was to lay' himself open 
to dire consequences. 

Dick glanced up at his secre- 
tary, Miss Byrd. 

"The date on this is two days 
old/' he said. "Yesterday was. a 
holiday." , 

She nodded. "That's right, 
Dick." 

"And Johnson says here that 
he needs help immediately ... 
within the day. H'mm!" 

"WJiat are you going to do?" 
Miss Byrd asked. 

"I don't know that there's 
anything I can do. Looks like 
a police job. . . . Someone in 
the outer office.* 1 

Miss Byrd left. In a moment 
she was back to announce a 
Miss Carruthers. 

Miss Carruthers was in an 
Agitated frame of mind. She 
trembled as she took the chair 
Dick indicated. 

"What is your trouble?" 
Dick asked gently. 

"Well," she said, "it's about 
this insurance thing. Some men 
^'Called on me yesterday and said 



that if I didn't take out a 
large burglary policy they'd 
see that my shop was burned, or 
robbed, or something. I don't 
know what to do, Mr. Mace. I 
can't afford anything like the 
premium they demand." 

Dick looked quizzical. "Say, 
what is this insurance racket 



anyway?" 

Miss Carruthers looked at 
him. "Haven't you heard? A 
whole gang of men are going 
through the shopping district 
ordering merchants to buy it, 
or else." 

"Can't the police do any- 
thing?" 

Miss Carruthers spread her 
hands in a gesture that was 
plain. "They haven't so far." 

A week passed. Then the 
racket-hit the papers. They car- 
ried the story of the wave of 
insurance racketeering that was 
sweeping the city. 

A shop was burned. Three 
others were robbed and the 
proprietors shoved around. A 
reign of terror gripped the city, 

Dick learned that a wealthy 
banker of the city was behind 
the insurance plot. He called 
Miss Byrd into his office. "Like 
to do some detecting?" he ask- 
ed. She would. "Then go inter- 
view this Jason Coler, the bank- 
er. I think he's behind the 

Miss Byrd was coy when she 



was ushered into the banker's 
office. She is tired of her job; 
would like something else. Al- 
ways thought of working in a 
bank. Does Mr. Goler have any- ■ 
thing available? 

"Well, well!" The shylock 
rubbed his hands. VSuch a fine 
looking girl. Mebbe it can be 
arranged. . . . How about a nice 
quiet little dinner with me?" 

Miss Byrd inwardly cringed, I 
but this was her job — finding 
out all she could about the 
banker and his racket. She nod- ' 
ded, forcing a smile. 

"At eight, then?" asked Gbl* 
er. He stood up. "I'll call for 
you. We'll have a good time.** 

But Jason Goler didn't take 
her immediately to dinner. 
They stopped at a gambling 
place on The Strip. Goler bet 
heavily, while Miss Byrd looked 
on, wondering how anyone 
could afford to lose so much 
money. Goler lost heavily. He 
drank heavily. He got a bit 
tipsy. Then he became loqua- 
cious. The past few days a 
strange thing had happened. 
The merchants had. been Hock- 
ing to buy insurance by the 
hundreds. Couldn't understand 
it. But the amazing thing -was 
that a gang of. terrorists had 
started working on them. 

"During the past week," said 
Goler portentously, "several 
hundred of those new policy 



holders have been robbed. . . . 
I face ruin unless it stops." 

Miss Byrd was sympathetic. 
Outwardly. Inside she trem- 
bled with mirth. "What are 
you going to do, Mr. Goler?" 

"Do?" Goler pins her with 
« glare. Then his jowly face 
softened. "Want to know what 
I'm going to do? They can't 
lick Jason Goler, my girl! . . . 
You want some excitement?" 

Miss Byrd nodded. "Love it." 

Goler glanced at his watch. 
"Well, leave here in a half 
hour," he told her. "We're go- 
ing to my bank." 

Miss Byrd contrived an ex- 
cuse to get away from the 
banker for a few minutes. In 
the hall she hurriedly scribbled 
a note, then tore it up. She en- 
tered a phone booth and called 
Dick Mace. w 

While she 'was gone, a slinky 
looking chap approached Golcr 
and whispered in his ear: "She's 
working for Mace," he said. 
"We been - tailin' her. She's tip- 
pin* him off now." 

Goler growled savagely. 
When Miss Byrd returned he 
curbed his anger and forced a 
smile. He informed her that 
they would leave immediately 
far Jus bank. 

The. great bank was dark. 
Goler had no trouble passing 
the night guards. Once inside 
he knew his way perfectly. 
They made for a stairway. Far 
below the street level were the 
vaults — Goler's objective. 

He soon had the huge vault 
doors open and was scraping 
thick packs of bills and stacks 
of coin into a satchel, while 
Miss Byrd looked on, agape. 

Goler suddenly whirled at 
her.""So you thought you could 
get away with it!" he snarled. 
**Working for Mace and trying 
to trap me, eh? Well, you'll 
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find out how Jason Golcr treats 

He grabbed the girl, quick- 
ly tied her hands behind her' 
back and then fastened her 
securely to an iron pipe in the 
wall. She screamed. Goler reach- 
ed down at one side of the vault 
room and turned a valve. Wat- 
er spurted into the room. He 
chuckled. 

"I opened a fire hydrant," 
he said. "In a few minutes this 
basement will be full of water. 
You'll drown like a rat. Goad- 
bye, spy!" 

He hurried up the stairs. 
Miss Byrd made a choked sound 
in her throat. She felt faint. 
Then the cold water lapped 
around her ankles. This was the 
end! 

Dick Mace didn't wait after 
receiving Miss Byrd's telephone 
call. He strapped on his shoul- 
der guns and hurried down to 
the garage. Into his huge black 

He had to knock out a bank 
guard to get his keys. At the 
head of the stairs he called out. 
There was no answer. He -went 
down a few steps, called again. 
He heard water gurgling be- 
low. He bounded down the 
stone steps. Called out. From 
a distant corner he heard an 
answer: "Oh, hurry, Mr. Mace! 
The water's almost to my face!" 

Dick leaped into the black 
swirling water and struck out 
for Miss Byrd. "Keep your head 
up," he called. 'I'll get you 
out." But he couldn't find the 
valve. He dived several times 
before he found it. Then the 
'water stopped coming in. He 
got her loose. 

"Quick!" he ordered. "We'll 
have to go to his house." 

It was only a few minutes' 
drive. Miss Byrd shivered all 
the Way. Then they were piling 



out of Dick's car and racing 
up the steps of the mansion 
where the banker lived. The 
butler gave them no trouble — 
after Dick tapped him in just 
the right place. Then they 
bounded up the steps. 

' Jason Goler was hurriedly 
packing when Dick burst into 
his room. A table was littered 
with piles of cash. 

"Huh!" he gulped, as Dick 
confronted him. "How the dev- 
il did you get in here . . . what 
do you want?** 

"That money," Dick said. 

Goler made a grab for the 
table drawer, but his hand 
paused when Dick's automatic 
covered him. "Oh, no, Goler. I 
wouldn't." 

Miss Byrd came into the 
room,' looking like a bedraggled 

"You!" shrieked Goler. "No, 
no! You're—dead!" 

Miss Byrd smiled grimly. "No 
fault of yours if I'm not." 

"You put the noose around 
your own neck,'*, Dick said. 
"That insurance racket was all 
right, but you pushed it too 
far, Goler. You see, I hired a 
lot of thugs — supposedly. But 
first you're wondering why so 
many of these merchants de- 
cided to buy insurance even 
though they refused at first. 
That was my doing. I told 'em 
to buy all they could. Then I 
sent out my — ah — thugs to rob 
'em. Not really, but good 
enough so that your insurance 
company had to pay off." 

Goler gulped again. Cursed. 

Dick grinned. **Slick, eh? 
it'll teach you a lesson, Goler. 
Robbing your own bank's bad, 
■ too. Uncle Sam will have some- 
thing to say. Maybe it's your 
bank, but it's the depositors' 
money. Remember, Jason?" ' 
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HOUNDEBING FATHOMS, 
IT'S MY FISHBOWt- DIVING 
KIT! AND AUTOMATIC, JfT* 

TOO! LIKE THE f """"^ m 
ADVeUTISeMBNTJ __ 

said; 
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... I'LL NOT STANO FOR 
IT.' POYOU HEAR MET.. 
ANP, OH, YES... WHAT DO 
YOU HAVE TO SAY ABOUT 

"~ BLOCKING THE 
HAKBOR1 
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, YOU 
/TALKING 
ABOUT 



police comi cs 

iVe been shadowing ' 
pehons for three days.' 

i I FOLLOWED HIM i" 

V today,' blith 

JUST TOOL 







| Vhatnibht... 

v 1 " an' then ah c 
him de flowers, 
gave me de three wishes.' 
ah's only used two ob 
dem so far.' ah's savin 1 
de last one for 
somethin 
impawtint 
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speedy ENERGY, 







The M-8 is a six wheeled, armored greyhound designed for scout- 
ing and long range cruising at high speed. Carrying a 37 mm. 
anti-tank gun and machine gun, the M-8 — with energy derived 
from a powerful motor, can outrun everything it can't outshoot. 

Baby Ruth speeds food-energy into body 

So often these days, Baby Ruth helps fill the gap for food-energy 
when fatigue slows down a fighter or worker. Nourishing Baby 
Ruth is rich in dextrose, natural body sugar that is picked up 
directly by the bloodstream and used almost immediately for 
energy. It helps to speed-up activity . . . "perk-up" spirits. 

CURTISS CANDY COMPANY • Producers of Fine Foods • CHICAGO 13, ILL 





